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e Rackbone, M-P., Progresseth with gigantic strides. A Cabinet Minister, Last night, a heavy debate being on, he bronght his fruzal dinner, consisting of bread, 
errata him that be was “not in the bar of the Lion aud Gluepot,” met —_ cheese, onions and four-half, with him, aud during its consumption the House rapidly thinnet 
ay a the elegant m age top “No! nor you ain't a-rampiu’ yer aristocratic in his direction, Suidenly he startal up, crying, “Hi! S’y’cer? Mr. Spea-ker, 1 moves the 
buls at baccarat, with nine o’ spades up yer sleeve, neither.” wijournicat of the ‘Ouse on a persoual matter, The blvke ucxt ty me has imulted me,” 


Rove 


A MPSTEAD AGAIN! 


“« Although possessed of conceptive powers far above the ordinary, it is, nevertheless, a fact that Poor Pa often oversteps the bounds of reason. Ilis expluit 
on Easter Monday, for instance, speaks for itself. For the head of an illustrious house, who attempts to make money by turniny his wife into an exhibition fat 
woman, nothing but contempt will be felt, and all right-minded people will unite in condemning such conduct. 
tnposture, and he received such a mauling that he now lies a shattered wreck in the Dogs’ Home, Battersea.’’?—Toorste. 


Papa’s show was rightly denounced as an 


THE EYE-WITNESS. 


—— 


On June 28, 1861, about sevon in the evening a man and 
woman, walking down a lane between Teddington and 
Twickenham, were startled by the sudden appearance of » 
young gentleman, whoee face was covered with blood, and 
who, running towards them, crouched at their feet, crying, 
“Mother, protect me!” In another moment a horse with 
an empty saddle came up, and then an older gentleman rode 
up on horseback and asked in an astonished tone what was 
the matter, adding that the young man’s horse had shied 
and tlung him against a wall. 

The young man was helped to the Swan inn, the elder 
gentleman following, and here the latter was recognised as 
the Baron de Vidil,a frequent visitor at Orleans House, and 
it turned out that the person injured was his son. To the 
doctor summoned, the Baron told the same tale he had told 
to the people in the lanc, but the wounds on the son's head 
did not corroborate his statements, and the doctor, more. 
over, observed that the young gentleman watched the 
father’s every movement in terror, aud dieaded tu be leit 
alone with him, 

Next day the son was taken up to London and placed in 
the care of his uncle. te whom he related how his father 
had made a murderous assault on him, and a warrant: was 
applied for for the Baron’s arrest. Dut when the case came 
on, and the son took his place inthe witness-box, he refused 
to give evidence against his father, Au adjournment took 
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thee, snd when the case came on again, he still maintained his 
leermination., “Since you were here the other day,” said the 
magistrate, “you have had an opportunity of reflecting upon what 
I said to you, and also conferring with your friends and legal 
advisers. Am 1 to understand that you still refuse to give your 
evidence fully and truthfully in this case?” “Yes, sir,” he 
answered, “1 do refuse.” 

The father, during the utterance of these words, had covered his 
face with his hands, The magistrate once more adjourned the 
case, and intimated that the Government might consider the ques- 
tion of prosecuting the Baron on their own responsibility. How- 
ever, next day the Government decided that things must take their 
usual course, For the third time the case then came on, and the 
Baron was committed to Newgate, bail being refused. 

Meanwhile, inquiries into the Baron's antecedents had been 
made, De Vidil was the son of a wealthy glovemaker, who had 
been ennobled by Louis Philippe. He had come to England and 
married a lady worth £30,000, He was an attaché at the French 
Embassy, and well known in London society, His wife was dead, 
and there wis only his son's life between him and the whole of the 
fortune. This looked rather ugly; but as the time for the trial 
approached, it was generally allowed to be very doubtful, in the 
default of the most important wituess, that there was any chance 
of a conviction. 

Suddenly, though, it came to light that an eye-witness of the 
murderous deed wax at hand. A labouring man, who had been 
lying seriously ill since the night of the attack, recovering his 
health, came forward to say that he had scen everything that took 
place in the lane, and corroborated the statement made by the son 
to his uncle. The son, at the trial, refused, as before, to give 
evidence, but the Baron was convicted and sentenced to a term of 
itnprisonment with hard labour, The son also was imprisoned for 
« shorter period for contempt of court. He stated, when called 
upon for his evidence, that his father had threatened to make some 
prone charge against him, and that if he persisted in this he would 
speak out. 

But the Baron was silent, and the mystery remains a mystery 
stil, 
° * 


*. ° e e 
OME NOOS, 

me an billiurzn av dun itt this jurni propper. 

we went tooa Hitaliron connfexshunners an ad too too d isis 
an birth buns, an give a shillin, 

billium av wolf is bun an is arf way thro is ise. 

now they sai the shillin isa dutfer, an arsk ware we gott itt. 

this cum off the fottrin fabrick taikin badd moni wen hout onn 
the crorl, an bringin off it ome inn iss porket, 

(Newt reek,“ Resurrectioniste.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


a 

cd Conses poe: lents wishing their MSS, or Sketchea to be returned, 
should inclose a atam ped enrclope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Vo not inclouse loose stamps, 


We hare read your “matchless” story, SAMURL JARVIS, but 
regret That it's useless for our columns, No, J.J., we never bet, 
Thanbsfarletter, A.S. FRANKLIN. Pleased toget the cutting, WODGk, 
To bully docsn't suit you, HARDY, You must try some other dodge, We 
confess, dear old ATALANTA, That we hardly see your drift. Very 
worry, JACK, we can't Acerpt The Struggles ina Lift.” Thank: 
vem very much for sketches, But theyre useless, ROBERT NEAL. 
‘We are alrays glad of help, Wii,” For the “ Christmas Poor 
Appeal.” We reevired your “spud” quite safely, MR. HERBERT. 
Yes, JOHN O., When you're coming up to London Don't forget te 
see our “show.” Thanks for cutting, NEW SouTH WALER; Glad 
you get your weekly laugh. Very sorry, BERTIE SCORNER, We 
can't pub you onthe staff. No; the riddle's useless, MN. Don't 
be tow abrupt, A, SAGE. Of course the lady was offended When 
you asked her fur her age. y_, 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
Soe 

Old Member of the Siaff. Did you see ALLY at the office this 
afternoon? 

New Member of the Staff. Yos; and the old duticr was perfectly 
intoxicated with his own verbosity. 

OM Member of the Staff (deoubtfuily). Wumph! Maybe. But 
what price Scotch whisky? ** 


OLp HuMMER received a parcel the other day, and as the 
messenger who had brought it was wet through, the old man was 
prevailed upon to stand hima glass of grog. “Ah,my friend!” 
exclaimed Hummer, as he looke! at his empty glass, “this is 
vanity, all vanity!” The man sampled his weak concoction, and 
making a very wry face, replied, “Tis vexation of spirit, sir, any- 
how.” * 2 

s 


Pouy on the Empire stage, 
Lady as she is by breeding, 
Poses as a pretty page, 
And that page is charming reading. 
eae 


Police Magistrate. What are you by trvle, my man? 
Mendicant. Vnva collector, yer honour, 


> 
FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 466,--The * April Foo!” Costume. 


“ Master in, Jane?” 
left very sudiien yesterday.” “On au 


Mulle. de Tonys, emergency, I suppose?” 


Edith. Tl thought you were with your 

Grystick, So 1 shoald have been, but, unfortunately, lout myself while shaving 
this morning, and you know it would uever do tu be scen on the ficld wounded 
before the battle, 


reviment, Mr. Grystick ? 


[ Saturday, April 1, 1893, 


Cancaaser. If you plenve, Mr. Stizgins, will you kindly sign this 
recat It is for the pardon of that pour girl who was tried last 
week, 

Mr. Stiggins, Girl? Last week? Oh, yea, she killed her hus. 
ater a oad seven children, and the cat, didn’t she? Certainly 

‘ll sign it. 

Canaser: Pardon me, sir; you are labouring under a slight 
error. This is the other girl, who was so hungry that she was 
induced to steal a twopenny loaf, 

Mr. Stiggins. What! Pardon her! Certainly not! Why didnt 
she work? She should have had penal servitude, Good morning, 
I'm busy. *¢ 


“T FEEL itively certain,” said Esmeralda MacTerry Mont. 
morency, “that | was made for the stage.” And then the simple, 
shy, innocent Arturo answered, * Oh, yes! fora princess in burles w- 
I'd back you as the most stunning—” aed thea she uprose in 
all the wrath of injured modesty and a spirit cultured by a peck 
and a half of Shakespeare a day, and froze him with a look that 
would have turned a hot potato-ca vn imto & penny ice emporiun, 


* 
A JOUNNIF on a comic (?) staff 
Who's paid to make its readers laugh, 
lures his folks to England catue 
With William One of Hastings fame, 


Once of his screed I read a page, 
And, rend'ring homage due to age, 

1 told him that I guesaed his jokes 
Came over with his Norman folks, 


* 

SOME people never are happy. Lucinda Araminta Jones fen't in 
the least inclined that way. But then, what cum you possibiy 
expect. Whena girl has been going in for an art training and has 
sat down by accident on a row of her new drawing-pins, and when 
she has brol-z her stays in half because ehe's fallen into the arms 
of a plaster cast that she mistook for her latest bloke, well, well! 
the world does seem a bit rough sometimes, and a little over and 
to spare, “¢ 


In the Editorial Office, 
MeNab. Moot, mon, but I'm droughty! What ha’ ye in yon 
bottle? Is it ousthing to drink? 
Ally Sloper, No, Mac, it’s only water, 


* 
Pendriver. Women have no idea of wit. They can never take 
the humorous, 
Sarbeones. Can't they? You offer your humerus to the next girl 
you walk out with, and see if she wou't jolly soon accept it, 


. 

“1 wonDeR who first invented the saying, ‘The horse ia the 
friend of man'?"” “Why, a wholesale cats’-meat purveyor, of 
course, who made a furtuue at the business, you parboiled old 
jackdaw,” ete., ete, “s 


Tom, What's the difference between a fellow who tumbles over a 
pail in the dark and one who kicks a tree? 

Charlic, Give it up. 

Jom, Why, one barks the shin, and the other shins the bark, 

s 

“Do you know the eras corkerter at the ‘Priv.’ has gow 
nearly blind during these chill March winds?” “ Poor chap suiiers 
from some form of ophthalmia, 1 suppose?” “Oh, dear, no! only 
when the girls a the swing door too suddenly, it blows the 
powder off their faces into his eyes. Poor old Juhunie!” 


LN my arms she fell and fainted, 
Then her coral lips I kissed ; 

I was not built quite too xiinted, 
And the chance could not resist. 


Then her ma and sisters entere:, 
Gave their little coughs and * Oh's 

Each one’s gaze was on me centred— 
What could 1 do but propose? 


Now, when on the past I'm musing, 
Comes at times a question quaint— 

“ Aren't the terms a bit confusing? 
Ain't a faint at times a feint?” 


” 


= 

MuGGins's wife is wonderfully, fond ot pets of all kinds, ans 
bestows all her surplus aifection upon dogs, goldfish, cats, tortuises. 
goats, birds, e¢ hoc genus omne. One day last week Muggins was 
coming home from the City, when he met his brother going towards 
the station. “Hallo!” he exclaimed, “ Have you seen the wife?” 
“Yes,” replied the brother, who had found her ina bad temper, 
“she's in one of her pets.” “The devil!” cried Muggins; “1 
always thought it would end that way. Which one is it—ihe new 
bourhound or the old billy-goat it 

Tottie. Well, 1 must say that ff a man told me that I was the 
most lovely creature he had ever seen, | should consider it a com- 
pliment, wouldn't oN 

Tootsie. If he said it to you, yes, dear; but if he said it to me, 
that would be different, of courte. | 


* 
Me Mouther, We hear a good deal nowadays about the elevation 
of the stage, but you may depend upon one thing, which is, that 
the stage will neve: elevate itself by means of its own wings, 


* 
cig itd Friend, Who was that fellow that went out just as 1 
came in 
Merchant, His name's Surigeins: He belongs to the oftice. 
Country Friend, The deuce he does! From the way he shoved 
me I thought the office belonged to him. 


s 

Wuart strikes and annoys ALLY more than anything else in this 
wide world of woe and small] drinks is the want of originality in 
some of our tavern signs. ‘Why not,” says the Old Man. “romp 
in for something that’s really tasteful and suggests a pretty 
thought?” And then he gave us The Blue Bustle, The Toe in the 
Air, The Tootsie and Silver Clock, The Trunks and Rouge Pot. 
The Juggins and Tartlet. All these would make especially good 
signs for the Strand and the immediate neighbourhood. 


s 
THEY met at the fancy dress ball, 
She was lovely and shapely aud tall ; 
They supped, and she danced with him twice, 
And she voted him “awfully nice.” 
She said she'd a favour to ask— 
“Would he kindly take off that vile mask?” 
He was mute as 9 mouse for a space, 
Then exclaimed, {This ‘vile mask’ is my face!” 
. 


“T NEVER hada drink from Saturday noon till Monday mornin:. 
nd yet my enemies swear that 1 can't cry of nohow,” said tie 
Ancient. “1 can understand that well enough, anyhow,” said the 
business manager, sweetly. “The worst of being a drunk and dis- 
orderly on Saturday is that you don't clear yourself oft before the 
beak untii Monday morning Split cold cell and water aint 0 


Duiier Magistrate, A collector! What do you mean? 
Uendicant (glanceng at his rags and tatters), A rent collector, 
« 
ir. *,* 
Jones. Young Waterly has joined the Good Templars, and he tells 
me he’s going ona Lecturing tour for them, 
Brown, Well be no good for that. 
Sones. Why not? 
Brown, Why, he's never even been drunk. What's the good of 
triking to old boozers ebout snakes and rats when you dup't even ZOOILLOGICAL STUDIES 
huow what tt isto wake up with a bead on you? Woodcock roaches, 


pleasant—is it, ALLY?" And then a shower of words followed 2: 
euch an adjective order that the very tlies feli paralysed from tue 
shop front window, e«< 

s 


Me Gooseley, Vil swear off after to-night. and won't drink another 
drop for a month, 

Jones I'll oet youa pound toa penny you cun't keep the ples 
Qa week, 

“rf Me Govseley. Done with you. Tl take that. 
ae pel cage da! Brown, Don't you bet ; you're sure to Jose, 

“You huve your wish, Sir Timothv.” Me Gousciey. What Gueo that matter? Louk at the mds. 


eye 
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TOOTSIE ON BUNS. 


— 


I read in a book published in 1826, that “formerly hot cross 
buns were commonly eaten in London by families at breakfast, and 


ne ees | t eome fami- 
H4BUNT | 


lies still re- 


tain the 
usage. They 
are of the 
usual form 
of buns, 
though they 
are distin- 
guished 
from them 
‘juwardly by 
a sweeter 
tasteand the 
flavour of 
allspice, and 
outwardly 
by the sign 
of the cross, 
The hot 
cross bun is 
the most 
popular 
syinbol = of 
the Roman 
Catholic 
religion in 
England 
that the 
Reformation 
has left.” 

The same 
writer says: 
“Some thirty or forty years ago (that is to say, somewhere about 
the end of the last century), cooks and bakers vied with each other 
for excellence in making hot cross buns ; the demand has decreased, 
and so has the quality of the buns.” 

I had no opportunity of sampling the ancient bun of history, and 
my opinion of the modern bun is that it isan ignoble article of food. 

The Honourable Billy, known among a select circle as the 
“Champion Bun-Shunter,” is to this moment devotedly attached 
tothe pluggy penn‘orth,and only yesterday we found him gloating 

honl-like over the unwholesome contents of a cheap confectioner's 
dow, The bun, hot, crossed or otherwise, is a thing of beauty 
a jov for ever to Billy ; but, then—Billy is Billy. 
‘ording to the Dook Snook, the days of the Bath bun have 
ong been numbered. Since the time that Measrs. Gilby took over 
the Pantheon and the sprawling oil-paintings, the fancy goods 
stills, the birds, fish, flowers and refreshment-bar were swept away, 
the Hae bun proper has ceased to be. an before that, though, 
the Path 
bun was, 


Billy yearneth 


Tom Cer. 
trim ex. 
tent, une 
dermined 
by the 
cheap 
Italian 
canfee- 


fioners 
i he , 
terprising 
Child of 
Italy ven- 
the d a 
base-born 
Hath bun 
for pone 
ny —a 
mockery 
efa bun, 
without 
comlits 
or entne 
died lem. 
on-peel, 
with oa 
high- 
-dried, beak? interior. Itis on sale now everywhere, side by side 
with that shallow sham they call shortbread. To judge from the 
ecstasy with which the Dook Snook speaks of the Bath bun of 
his youth, it must have been a very different bun to that we wot of. 
Poor Pa, who is a stickler for old customs, will have his yearly 
buns on Good Friday, and generally borrows a thilling of Ma over- 
hight so as to go for and bring them in hot the very tirst thing in 
the morning. It has been Poor Pa's wont to rise determinedly 
wfore the Dogs’ Home was half awake and to sally forth with a 
handbag, But he has never been known to bring in any buns, and, 
as rule, had lost the bag by the time he returned from his club. 
This Good Friday, Eveliny and Alexandry have had a bun 
hetween them, regarding the division of which unpleasantness has 
arisen, Ma says what she should have done without the broom- 
handle she can’t imagine. 


A battle for the bun. 


= * . & . . 

An extraordinary wager (I think the money staked was a 
shilling) has just been decided between two well-known noble- 
wen. The Honourable Billy had bet Lord Bob that he, Biily. 
would ext sixpenny worth of buns (seven for sixpence) before Lord 
bob could drink half a pint of vorter out of a teaspoon. Frantic 
excitement pre- 
vailed during the 
contest. Billy bun- 
bolting was a sight 
to see, Towards the 
end he gasped once 
or twice, no fluid of 
any kind being 
allowed him. Mean- 
while Bob, to whom 
the porter had been 
served in a soup- 
plate, worked 
steadily on, his 
countenance assum- 
ing a variety of 
expressions of a 
wholly — unaccoun- 
table character. 

The wager has 
been won by Billy, 
and adoctor sent for, 
Lord Bob, being put 
to bed to sleep the 
porter off, is at 
present singing 
“The Man who 
Broke the Bank at 
Monte Carlo.” 


* * ° 
Something more I 
ee : ought to tell you, 
aes yet somehow I don't know how to begin. : 
, Vell if you aust have it, we three girls started for chureh (Tottie 


Moodenoush, Larai Longsox and myself), and—nearly got there ; 


Of to church 


iT 


Atorail though, what business is it of sours? 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A BONNIE BRUNETTE. 


~ople remark that the creature who's dark 

Will exceedingly treacherous be ; 
In brunettes, they assure ux, hot jealousy’s spark 
Ever burns to a shocking denies. 
But of pertidy’s sneers, or of jealousy's tears, 

have ne'er had a vestige as yet 

From my idolised love, though for years upon years 
I have courted my bonnie brunette. 


Maxy 


She removes all the stings from my bosom, and brings 
Perfect blias to me all the day long; 

Even now to my lips she deliciously clings 
And assists me in weaving this ps 

She is one of the type that is luscious and ripe, 
And her countenance sparkles like jet, 

For a nose-warming, heart-warming, juicy clay pipe 
Is my well-coloured bonnie brunette. 


—_—_-——_—_ 


HISTORICAL IMPOSTORS. 
No, 2.—CurisTOPHER COLUMBUS. 


Wnar his exact name was, nobody has ever been able to exactly 
make out: constat, however, that long after his death his unpaid 
creditors used tosue him, principally for rum, under thenbove style 
or title, which has therefore been adopted for practical purposes by 
he nue of history, and so Christopher Columbus let him be 
called, 

Christopher Columbus lived in the reign of Philip of Spain, or 
Ferdinand of Spain, or anything you fike of Spain, for every 
monarch of that enlightened country used to be fitted out wit 
about forty godfathers, each of whom had to contribute most of 
his own possessions as a christening present to the royal babe. If 
they refused, there was always a faggot or two and a box of wax 
matches handy, and when the other invited sponsors had seen one 
or two recusant god-papas cooking, with a nice little pan to catch 
the gravy, they usually chucked up their carda, his sort of 
thing made a Spanish king's christening more spicy than a 
modern one, and the infant usually turned up with a fair start of 
worldly goods and a list of names abuvut as long as a suburban 
directory. 

Columbus was in the seafaring line, and the king being the boss 
of what was then the greatest maritime nation, was very chummy 
with him. In fact, the pair in disguise even penctrated as far as 
Battersea Park, and sailed from there to Paul's Pier with a harp 
and cornet, bottled beer and sandwiches on board, a feat then un- 
precedented in the annals of buccaneering. But Columbus had 
other ideas in view. He said, that if you sailed long enough you 
must fetch up somewhere. In thoxe days they were singularly 
dense and didn't see it, except the clergy, who wered against any 
game of the sort, for their heads were fixed on straight, and they 

new that if any new place like America was discovered, all the 
Dorcas socicties and blanket and coal funds, and other matters 
wherewith they supplemented their incomes, would go stoney 
broke, and the subscriptions would be diverted in the direction of 
sending peg-tops and tracts to the heathen across the sea. Colum- 
bus, however, was always fooling about in his ship, and never 
Posen anywhere in particular. till the celebrated et pre- 
cipal matters. One morning, the king and court been for a 
before-breakfast walk,and had stopped here and there for draughts 
of pure, wholesome swect new milk, with rum and things in 
it, and when they went home to breakfast, they started insanely 
to balance eggs on their ends. Columbus, who had more pure 
milk and other things than the others, promptly chopped his in 
half. Just then in came the Queen of Spain. 

“Who made this beastly mess on my tablecloth?” she asked, 
with warmth. 

“C'lumbus, your majesty,” yelled the court sneaks, to a man. 
“Pretty doings,” shricked the queen. “ And last week's laund 
bill not paid yet. No more clean collars do you have for a week,” 
to the king; “and as for that good for nothing sailor, send him on 

board his ship, send him packing to— !" 

It may have beeu America that she snid, but if so, her Spanish 
majesty must have stuck a A in. 

“You'd better go,” said the king, feebly. ‘“ You shall have your 
exes, and as much rum as you want. For goodness sake go and 
discover something, and I'll rush a bill through the Cortes, voting 
youa big sum. Of course | must have my bit.” 

“Will you take it in shares?” asked Columbus, But the monarch 
was evidently deaf to the suggestion, and Christopher was at once 
bundled on board the Santa Maria. 

It was a fearsome voyage, and the deprivations were awful. No 
music-halls, or burning of heretics, or other harmless diversions, 
When it was fine, the crew were mutinous; when it was rough, 
they were horribly sea-sick. In either case they were unpleasant 
anyway, and so their commander locked himself in his cabin in 
company with a barrel of rum and an old pack of cards, and divi- 

led his time between playing patience and injuring the coats of 
his stomach uutil such time as land appeared, when his steward 
had instructions to bring hot waterand a clean shirt. Tiring, how- 
ever, of his own society, the rum having given out, he went on 
deck, where he discovered laud ahead and all the crew fast asleep, 
in consequence of exhaustion both of nature and whiskey kegs. 
Now comes the moment on which Columbus's claim to a reputation 
for bravery is based. As a rule, he was a mild man, and unless 
spoken to kindly, would burst into tears ; but on this occasion he 
absolutely (and single-handed, or rather single-footed) kicked 
those sleeping mariners all round, remarking that in the matter of 
courage he could now claim to give Tom Sayers twenty in a hun- 
dred and beat him by three. On the crew waking up, they 
informed C. C. that they had discovered America, an Saal been 
waiting for his permission to go ashore, which was graciously 
accorded them, while the undaunted commander watched opera- 
tions through a race-glass. Several aboraives boarded tho vessel, 
who turned out to belong to Moore and Burgess (Limited) Com- 

mny B. A custom-house officer also arrived, and under the 

‘Rinley Tariff, proposed to tux Columbus himself, as containin 
seven gallons of contraband spirit. Columbus, moving been allow 
to land, was then interviewed on behalf of the New York Herald ; 
challenged by a champion boxer—who hadn't ever fought anyone 
but his little sister ; taken to several saloons, and allowed to pay for 
his own drinks as well as other peo e's ; tarred and feathered ; 
ridden ona rail, and otherwise intrc uced to the principal man- 
ners and customs of this extraordinary country. e stayed lon 
enough to acquire a fancy Yankee twang ; to learn how to eat wit! 
his knife, and to forget to use a tooth-brush; and subsequently 
returned to the king, who received him with emotion and the 
pathetic welcome. ; ‘ 

“Well, blank me if 1 didn't think you were dead and buried 
long ago. Come and gargle.” 

They got the concession from the Cortes to open up the country, 
and made fortunes, the original shareholders being very badly 
left. But a debenture-holder having been invited to the palace 
to state his complaints, and having never been heard of again, 
everyone was satisfied. 

To say that Columbus discovered America, is simply a whacker. 
Heaps of people had been there before him, but he managed to get 
his name advertised, and squared the press. America, in fact, is 
hamed after another man, Chris, hadnt the pluck to be a pirate, 
which every sailor worth his salt aspired to be, and was in those 
days ; and so he posed as a scientific enthusiast, although he hardly 
knew a compass from a cow's heel, Still, he is useful to trot out 
before poor little defenceless boys and girls, who can’t call their 
teachers holy-friars to their faces. As for the egg story, where the 
particularly cleverness of fouling the queen’s tablecloth came in, 
will puzzle thinking folks for alltime. The king thought highly 
of it, which proves that he was an even bigger fool than most of 
the medirval monarchs, which is trying him high ; and this is the 
only useful moral to be deduced from the history of that prince 
of geographical explor:tory frauds, Christopher Columbus, 
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CINDERELLA. 
= 

Yra, he was decidedly nice—the new man who had come down 
to the vicarage to rew for honours at Cambridge. And Blanche 
Rose pro- 

the m- 
selves no end of 
fun with him. 

So they put on 
their best frocks 
and their sweet- 

est tempers, had 
the tennis-court 
mown and 
rolled, and im- '4, 
pressed on him \* 
that he waa not | 
to let their father | 
work him too 
hard, 

So that he 
wrote to his tt 
bosom friend at, o!; 

ing’s— 


te 

“Dear Orn {il 
JIMM y—lI've +t 
taken up my +" 
abode with old 
Trevanion at 
last. He says I 
shall get honours 
safe enough if | 
only stick to it. * 
Just the man 
for a ‘coach. v-): 
I have an idea ~“S 
he could make 
some of the 
examiners gallop 

he had to set to questions instead of teaching the yvounz idea how 
to get through or over them. Quiet old place this. Leafy lanes 
all about, where the grass is like velvet under your feet, and the 
trees meet und make green arches over your head, and where, at 
twilight, the air is sweet with the scent of sweetbriar, 

“Not slow either. Trevanion's got two bouncing daughters— 
such clippers ! Quite level with the times—in fact, a little ahead 
of ‘em. lay the banjo to perfection, and sing zzerand jodelling 
songs to their own accompaniment as to the manner born. They've 
been most kind to me too—take me drives, sing to me, play to me, 
and generally love me, because that’s what a girl does who's atten. 
tive toa man, instead of making him attentive to her. 

“There’s nnoiher girl too—their sister, though she hardly seems 
it. I don’t see 
much of her; 
she’s generally 
busy mending 
her father’s 
socks, or her 
sisters’ sashes or 
bonnets—shy 
face, big eyes— 
timid, fawn-like 
eyes—name 
Klla. Write 
soon, thine, 

“ SURBITON.” 

“ Blanche,” 
said Rose, some 
weeks later. 
“ Where is Lor 
Surbiton?” 

“Just what I 
was going to ask 
you, dear. I 
want him to 
© practise this new 
sonata with me.” 

“T must say, 
dear, you are 
setting your net 
pretty much in 
sight of the 
bird.” 


Mashing him. 


“And you are 
baiting your 
hook under the gills of the fish, if I am not very much mistaken.” 

“ Are we going to quarrel, dear 7" 

“No, dear, haven't time. Where's that Ella? Ella! Ella!” 

But they screamed unheard, she was knitting on a grassy bank. 

“Don't you get tired?” drawls Surbiton, seated beside her. 

“Oh,no!” she says. “ You see, I have half-holidays now and then. 
This is one. I only had to starch Blanche’s muslin frock and 
Rose's lace collars, and now I'm free to darn Dad's socks — till 
Blanche and Rose want me to brush their hair for dinner.” 

How happy she is!—how contented! he thinks. He asks if 
he may come and sit beside her on some other half-holiday ; and 
she, blushing, says, * Yes.” 

“Blanche,” says Rose, “don't you think it's time Lord Surbiton 
proposed to me?” 

“Certainly not !—but I think it’s time he explained his atten- 
tions to me. Oh, it will be lovely when I'm a countess, and have 
acoronet inlaid on my ivory-backed brushes! That reminds me 
a time to dress for dinner, Wherever is that Ella? Oh, here 
she is! 

She enters 
the  sitting- 
room, and a 
moment 
after her 
father fol- 
lowa, accom- 

panied by 
rd Surbi- 


ton. 

The old 
man takes 
his little 
daughter's 
hand in his 
own, and in 
a voice a 
trifle shaken, 
for she is the 
flower of his 


ton has sur- 
prised me by 
asking if—if 
I will let you 
marry him. 
My dear, it 
is a great 
honour, vet 
yet not too 
yreat tor you. since goodness qualifies for any altitude. I have told 
Surbiton he mu-t take his answer from you.” 

Laying her head upon her father’s breast, she turns her dove-like 
eyes upon her lover's face, and whispers * Yes.” 


The answer. 
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ai Se eS « 
J t Pe, Ol LaF e 
“T have only a few pounds left, so mut 
POOR FELLOW! marry this year, dear. I hope I shall nut 


Excited Foothall Player (recognising relation). Jolly “All our family have the same nose.” She, No, no, this is wrong—it was a little box of eggs I left. be stumpel before the end of the season.” 
sport, aunt. Don't you wish you eould join us ? “ And you take it in turn to wear it?” He, Well, this is all I can find, mum. They mast have hatched ! —Eztract from Letter of Youny Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—KING HUMBERT OF ITALY, 


O49 Miss Sloper will he aclichted to receive yhotograghs from those 
Of her sriends whose portraits have nut yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS, 


4 
> Hg 
AS 


(1) “Tam,” observed A. SLOPER, as he contemplated himself in the glass at an Italian next moment the bandit, aw'stel by other bandits, who suddenly appeared from 
inn, “more an antique Roman, as the immortal bard has it, than a Dane; and now nowhere, gaggel, bound, and blindfolded the Roman warrior—(4) When tie 
in ee attire 1 go to interview King Humbert!” “Ah, signor,” sighed a bandage was removed from his eyes he found himself in the presence of Count 
polite distinguishe!-looking stranger, “ pardon me addressing you, but that garb Savaloni. “Count!” cried he, “‘tis to you, then, I owe my rekase?” “No, 1, 
recalls the glories of our ancient city!” “Pretty, ain't it?” said A. SLOPRR, SIGNOK SLOPEK,” grinned the Count, “I am the Brigand Chief! I shall require a 
“ Indeed it is!” said the stranger, and invited the Eminent into a wine-shop,—§ 2) ransom of £500,000. You surely are worth that to the people of England ? If it is not 
And stood drinks. He also informed A. SLOPER that he was a Count—Count forthcoming in twenty-four boursa, your nose will be sent as a reminder tw Shwe 
Savaloni—and a personal friend of the King’s, and would show A. SLOPER a short Lane.” Lut siccour was at hand. King Humbert hearing of the capture, and 
cut to the palace. “I must now leave you,” said the Count, when they had got to fearing the consequences should the F.0.M. be put to death in his prime, sent out 
rather a wild part. “Keep straight on—you can't miss it. Adieu, signor!” The the whole of his army to the rexcue—(5) “SIGNOR SLOPER,” said the King, “|! 
more A. SLOPER kept straight on the wilder and wilder became the scenery, but not regret you sheald have suffered this little inconvenience. Allow me, a8 a wight 


AW 


~ 


No. 280.—Miss MauD RUSSELL 
“No fairer flower could I cepy in Nature's fares garden.” 


Louk Snook. & bleed palace, or any other habitation for that matter, coukd he.see. Suddenly, a recompense, to make you a Count.” “Certainly, your Majesty,” replied A. SLOPE, 
“Could I but kindle just one spark of pity.” —Lord lvb. voice cried, “ Ola !"——(3) And a terrible brigand stood before him. “Oh, could you _—kneeling. * Hise, COUNT SLOPRRINI !” cried the Kinz, who also invested him with e 
j spar! y. ” o * ast nN 
S direct me?” A. SLOPER began. “Or via!” cried the brigand, fiercely, “se non ti fo the Order of the Italian Iron. Ilere followed the Interview, but, unfortunately, wheu “nN 
And well might man succnmb to so much beanty. : tacer, sul momento ch’ io mora!" “Well,” replied A. SLOPER, “I don't mind if I the ailvance copy of the “ HALP-HOLIDA Y " was sent, as usual, to the reading-room vf ; 
—The flon, Billy, do; just @ thimbleful, not more. But where shall we find a public-house?” The the House of Commons, the Premier, for political reasons, insisted! upon ite being cut out. pope 


McSWINE RESENTS THE LAIRD’S CLAIM, 


(1) * Dinus ask me for rent, ye little vampire!” roared Swine, “A've (2) “A'm no vampire!” hia) the Taink “A'm a devent Christian (3) “Six miles o' this tnghoat bnxinem,” mid Policeman ILP. “is 
sev uve land for bwa years.” Bou” mous bin Au puid fox” 
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Saturday, April 1, 1693.) ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


Kicked . Qub- 


(; Q 


Wille o-oluck -6ne-9 


t] 

A: Disbireduislecal- Pabiernl: 
WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
Here we are again, ladies and gentlemen, and a busy time for us all, too. What with the Boat some splendid fun. I[urray, boys! who will take the bun?—In Germany, it seems to me, That 
Race, the final for the Association Cup, the First of April and Kaster crammed almost into one politics are all at sca :— Of statesmen first, without a doubt, And this gay France sill soon find out : 
week, I have had hardly time to turn myself. On we go :—The masher burglar here behold Who —Of sickness and the Home Rule Bill No doubt Lord Salisbury'’s had his fill. Good old hot 
lived on other people's gold: — The Lifeboat Institution we Will all respond with three cheers cross bun day! What would the younger generation do without it? “Life,” says the Ion. 

three :—The question is, Will Ulster sight ? If so, ‘twill prove a sorry sight :—Good Friday and Billy, “ would be a dreary blank.” ——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


SEEING HER HOME. 


thie 
st, 


© Weil, if this ain't a bloomin’ hinsult to a pore blind man who's 
‘wi forty winks, strike me bloomin’ pink !" 


f l : 
ii ly Alt 
BLINN, |; 


i 


Vy) 
wt 


\\ 


RAINING AND TRAINING “Now, you go back, Tom + you've seen me quite far envugh,” ditary). Haw! Wobherts coming home from India, I 
Tun through the City after the day's work, © J'U see you further ins | 


Te (mi 
sea, dhe, Ob! I thought be was still at the Guiety | 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


“LARKS!”" 
Is a few weeks’ time, n Halfpenny Comie Paper will be let loose 
on the world, which will create dicarsions, 


Its title, Larks! isa 
very good index to 
its contents, aud the 
fact that it will be 
published from 9 
Shoe Lane, we are 
conceited enouzh to 
sav, is a Gouod Old 
Family Recommen- 
dation, We are not 
going to tell yousny 
more about it this 
week, We prefer to 
keep you in suspense, 


s 
WE are anxious to 
point out that the 
Interview with M. 
Jules Ferry, which 
appeared in last 
weck’s“ HALF-HOLI- 
DAY,” had gone to 
press long before his 
death was announced 
in the papers. We 
deeply regret the cir- 
cumstance, and trust 
that the explanation 
now given willacquit 
us of any intentional 

bad taste, i 


+ 

: SINCE closing 

“ Ally’s Christmas Appeal,” we have to acknowledge the sum of 

ls. received from G, A. F. This amount will be carried forward tu 
our next fund, ee 
s 


J. TANNER, the Hastings boatman who owns the bot Al/y 
Sloper, and whose saline and manly chest is decorated all the year 
round with a jersey emblazoned with the Old'Un’s name, is getting 
ready for the Holiday Season. Visitors to Hastings might give 
Tanner a turn if they run across him—he's a good sort. The 
Sloper Jerseys are much better stuff than the Salvation Aimy ones 
—they don't shrink, Ask the Gin-eral, 

=5* 

THE rumour that obtained credence for some hours one morning 
last week, that the Eminent had suddenly snutfed it, has, we need 
hardly say, no foundation, A, SLOPE was never, in fact, more 
alive and kicking, as the gentleman who called up with a litle Ode 
to Spring can truthfully testify. 

Ld 
« 

THOSE of our fair readers, and ALLY flatters himself he has a 
goodly number, who care to hear good addresses on“ Woman,” 
would do well to attend those 
of Father Hall, the well-known 
Cowley Father, at St. Paul's, 
Great Portland Street, W., on 
Friday, at twelve o'clock. Look 
alive, girls, and hurry along! 


. 

“Cris,” Ventriloquist Dia- 
bolique and_ F.O.S., has just 
got Chas. Coborn's permission 
or his figure of ALLY to sing 
“The Man that Broke the Bank 
at Monte Carlo.” In view of 
Charles Wells's exile to the 
land where inventions don't 
form part of the daily routine, 
this is a thoroughly up-to-date 
move. ee 

* 


THE Mildewed Mudbank has 
this day been pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit” upon 
THOMAS Burns, because he's 
achampion diver, “¥eyther,” 
remarked the Azure - Orbed 
Aquariumite, “why don’t you 

‘o in for a high dive or a high 
eap, or somethin’ else equally 
dangerous? Billium was sayin’ 
to me only the other day, that 
even if it didn’t bring in any 
oof, you stood a good chance of 
breakin’ your bally old neck, so that there was somethin’ to be 
gained, anyway——" But here the Ancient thought it was time 
for a little interference, and once again the Blue-Orbed paid the 
awful penalty of his rashness. « « 

* 


AT a meeting of the Royal Theatrical Fund held recently, the 
chairman, Mr, Geo. Alexander, F.0.8., after complimenting the 
socicty upon its satisfactory financial position, “expressed great 
surprise at the number of young actors and actresses who could 
not be induced to join the Fund, notwithstanding the advantages 
offered them one and all.” Now then, all you youthful F.O.S.'s, 
why don't you wake up a bit and let this very excellent institution 
see the colour of your brass?) ¢ « 

* 


IBSEN’s latest dramatic effort, The Master Builder, which has 
enjoyed but a brief run at the Vaudeville, thouzh it compares 
favourably in many 
ways with the ma- 
jority of the works 
of this eccentric Nor- 
wegian dramatist, is 
not of a character to 
call for anything like 
serious criticism 
from one unprovided 
with the key to these 
inscrutable mys- 
teries. To the select 
body who worship 
at the Master's 
shrine, and = who 
understand, or pro- 
fess to understand, 
the carefully hidden 
meaning of these 
remarkable — works, 
The Master Builder 
may afford = that 
amount of pleasure 
to be derived from 
the average puzzle, 
but to the ordinery 
English) playgoer it 
can never be any- 
thing but a tedious, 
inconsistent, mean. 
ingless piece of non- 
sense. ond its failure 
to attract.a sufficiency of the paying public tothe Vaud.-ville cau be 
readily under-teod. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Hunnoo for Easter! The Mouldy One loves his Good Friday, and 
invariably consumes an extraordinary amount of buns for his 
weight; and, as to Bank Holi- 
day—well, A. SLOPER ia always 
all there upon these occasions. 
Easter Monday iakes him feel 
sentimental, too, the dim and 
distant memories of "Ampstead 
the a pA the blissful recollec- 
tions of al fresco teas at Green- 
wich or Rosherville, basking the 
while inthe bright smiles of some 
reigning divinity of the “Friv.” 
come back to him, in the words 
of the song, like a summer 
dream, and the Old 'Un is only 
to be comforted by the retlection 
that, after all, such festivities are 
still possible. os 


* 

INTENDING purchasers of Ens- 
ter Eggs will do well to visit: the 
establishment of Messrs. 
Sparagnapane & Co. 50 Milton 
Street, E.C., where they will tind 
a large and varied collection of 
novelties, Ppa 

s 


A CAPITAL concert was given 
a few nights back ato Craven 
Lecture Hall, Foubert’s Place, 
Regent Street, for the benetit of 
Miss Elise Worth. a pupil of the 
late Sir Julius Benedict. Five 
months ago, Miss Worth met 
with a serious accident to her left hand, which has prectuded her 
from earning a penny since, ABLY was at the concert with other 


distinguished members of the Rumfoozlers’ Club. and he says it 
was ororth a good deal more than the two bob and a tanner they 
paid for their tickets. ae 

s 


»* 
* 


£150 INSURANCE PAID. 

WF have this day paid. in accord nee with the terms of “ Ally 
Sloper’s Free Railway Accident Life Insurance,” the »um of £1650 
to Mrs. MARY MCBURNIE, 
of 2 Turner Terrace, Max. 
welltown, Dunifries, N.B.. 
that lady being the sister 
ond next-of-kin of James 
MeGurk, who on the even- 
ing of Saturday, March 11, 
met with an accident which 
resulted in his death at. 
Lochawe Station. on the 
Callander and Oban Rail- 
way, ee 


THE following i: a brief 
account of the sad occur. 
rence:—On the evening 
named, Mr. McGurk, who 
was a quarryman at the 
Ren Cruachan Granite 
Works, was travelling by 
atrain from the South to 
Oban. In attempting to 
cross the line at Lochawe 
Station, he was run down 
by an engine and had one 
of his legs and an arm 
cut off. His injuries sub- 
sequently proved fatal. A 
copy of “ALLY SLOPER’S 
HALF-Houipay,” dated 
March 11, was found jin 
his pocket at the time of 
the accident, 


Mr. Witt Juper, character comedian, clog and trick chair 
dancer, a pal of A. SLOPER’s, has been giving his entertainment at 
the Windsor Parracks lately. The milingtary think a lot of Judge, 
and Judge thinks a lot of the milingtury. Her Majesty forgot to 
ask him to stay at the Castle; so, to show that he wasn’t a bit 
olfended, he put up at the Qucen's Head, in St. Leonard's Road, 
instead, *\° 


From Scarsdale, West Chester Co., U.S.A., comes the following 
report of a gentle encounter: “Two Italian labourers, working on 
the railway, could not agree upon a tritling matter, and soon came 
to blows. One man had in his pocket some dynamite cartridges, 
and in the scu(ile he tried to hurl one at the head of his opponent, 
who, realising the danger, immediately closed with the would-be 
hurler. In the struggle the men fell to the ground, exploding the 
cartridges. Both men were blown to pieces.” What pretty little 
toy-things the people of America use to fight with, 

se 


s 
Durinc the week preceding a Bank Holiday ata are always 

uiet with music-halls, a fact which is myre especially noticeable 
during Kastertide. This 
year is no exception to 
the rule, and during the 
last few days the halls 
have been almost desert- 
ed, But still we are pro- 
mised something great in 
the way of programmes at 
the majority of them on 
Monday next, so, under 
all circumstances, it is 
not for the music-hallist 
to grumble, At the Ox- 
ford, Pavilion and Tivoli, 
programmes containing 
upwards of twenty-six 
turns are now before us, 
and the Royal, Empire 
and Alhambra are also 
well up to the mark. 
Taking all things into 
consideration, music-hall 
patrons have nothing to 
complain of. ; 

* 


= 

WE rezret. to record 
the death, from pmeu- 
monia,of Tom Hunt, who 
for many years pst con- 
tributed one or two little 
eketches to the “HALF- 
Hovumway” every week. Poor Hunt. who worked as a lithographic 
artist as well. displayed considerable originality of idea in the 
drawings he gave us, and we shall miss his helping hand, 


(Saturday, April 1, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WERK ENDING 8TH APRIL, 1398, 
—— 
Qnd April, 1858.—Howard Paul made his first Lond. 
appearance this day at the Adelphi in an entertainment ci)),. 
Patchwork, 


es 

8rd April, 1843.—On this day, Sir Robert Peel. writin: ;, 
Wordsworth. urged him to overcome his reluctance and be |',..; 
Laureate. The Bard of Rydal Mount being seventy-four, feare:| |,, 
might be unfit to undertake the tasks expected of him; but .., 
vg rig it would be a sinecure as far as he chose, he acce)1,.; 
the ottice. 


ee 
4th April, 1828.—This night, as Mr, Justice Burrough w,. 
proceeding to town in his carringe from Kingston, after finishin. 
the Home Circuit, the portmanteau which was fixed behind, a::/ 
which contained, besides several documents and perers of impor. 
tance, his lordship’s gown and wig, was cut from its fastenings |i; 
some of the “dragsmen” who lurked about the roads in the environs 
of London for the purpose of cutting away trunks and portm::). 
teaus from gentlemen's carriages. The above robbery was not di, 
covered until the arrival of the learned judge's carriage in town, 


eS 

Sth April, 1531.—This day, Richard Cose, a cook, was boiled 
in a cauldron in West Smithfield for poisoning sixteen persons .t 
the Bishop of Rochester's Palace, among whom was Bennet Cal vine, 
Exq.; and he declared at his execution that he meant to hay 
poisoned the bishop himself, but, as his lordship ate no potti.. 
that day, he happily saved his life. 


Niet) Soi ae Se a 
6th April, 1828.—A paper of this date says that at a bull 
held at the Ram Hotel, in Cirencester, the windows were thrown 
open for the purpose of cooling the room, which being observed by 
a daring and ingenious thief, he fetched a ladder, and, watching h:: 
opportunity, quietly ascended to one of the windows, where he co 
trived to steal a silver candlestick, with a lighted candle in it, from 
a table within his reach, although nearly one hundred people wer: 
present at the time. On descending, he gave it to one of his com. 
unions at the foot of the ladder, who escaped with the prize. Our 
hero, however, was not so fortunate, for a waiter below having (i.- 
covered the robbery, immediately apprehended him. He was 
committed for trial at the ensuing sessions, where he doubtle-s 
received the full reward of his dexterity. 


pe ——————EE———————— 

%th April, 1828.—Under this date, it is announced that 
Government had given its consent to the removal of the Flt 
Prison toa plot of ground in St. George's Fields, situate on the west 
side of the new road from the Westminster Road to Bethlen 
Hospital. The plot of ground belonged to the City, and was givin 
to the Crown in exchange for the fee-simple of the ground ou 
which the Fleet Prison then stood, 


8th April, 1844.—This day (Kaster Monday) excursion trains 
were for the first time started in England. 


THE READING-ROOM SNEEZE. 

[At the time of writine, the stulents of the British Museum Library wer 
greatly annoyed by the action of a “ perverse old gentieman,” whe, as the Morn 
iny Leader says,“ from time to time shook the stately chamber's dome with a 
succession of sneezes given fortissime.” 

On, the reading-room students a grievance have got, 
For the ladies at “‘I'” fall in swoon as if shot; 
The romancist forgets the thrice-intricate plot 
That his brain has conceived by degrees ; 
The affrighted Thalia the rhymist forsakes, 
And the compasses-wielding young Euclid so shakcs, 
That triangular circles he tremblingly makes, 
’Neath theispell of the reading-room sneeze ! 


There's a ponderous book in the Bibliotheke 
Where the student may write (if he happen to seek 
For a volume in vain), “Can you get me next week 
Such and such a new work, if you please?” 
But just now all the readers, companions in grief, 
Want to scrawl this appeal to the reading-room chic! : 
“Can you get us, dear sir, can you get us relief 
From this dire and detestable sneeze?” 


Yet the worst of ill winds some utility blows, 
And this shockingest sneeze that hus ever been snoze 
Has a vestige ot merit about it. For those 

Wretched rascals who secretly seize 
People’s coata from their chairs, will be driven to qut 
Their contemptible beh niely beg while they tlt 
With their booty away, they may fall in a fit 

"Neath the spell of that horrible sneeze! 


—— 


UNCHANGED. ; 

THEY were old friends, and had been sweethearts in tle: 
younger days, There was silver now in her hair and snew on! 
and they sat and talked of the doings in the days when they wer 
young—of the Exhibition, and the Grenadiers in white ducks. «1: 
the Queen’s wedding, green tea at fifteen shillings a pound, an! + 
variety of other deceased and unlamented chestnuts. And ye 
they did not speak of dates, this day-dreaming Darby and th: 
reminiscent Joan. It was only, “ Ah, yea, we were young tl 
Then they recalled their tirst meeting, their first. kiss, their 1 
quarrel, their last meeting, their last kiss, their last quarrel. at: 
how all was “now over between us.” Ah, well, perhaps they bot: 
warmed a little over the recollections, for he shifted his chiar. du 
that bent and grey old fellow, a little nearer to hers, as he aid 

“ Ay, Susan, and d’ye know I've never cared for any body—ieve! 
really loved anybody—since. I’ve never forgotten you.” 

“Ay, William,” she said, with a little moistening of the eve. 
“youre just the same cheery, irresponsible old liar that you wipe 
were—just, aud I believe ye just the same,” 


—_——_. 
“ALL'S FAIR,” ETC. 


A PENNY red-hbellied ‘bus was rumbling across Black friars Pri!” 
Tt was “full inside,” the corner seat being occupied by a bony, 1 


lipped little woman with an overgrown cub of a boy by her: 
She had paid for the boy, but the conductor had forgotten the 
for when a sweet girl stopped the "bus hard by the curner of Svui 
wark Street, he said to the mother of the clodlet— 

“ Let this young lady sit where that boy is, missis." es 

“ What ?” icechelcw the little woman, in a voice that fair 
made the spine of every passenger tingle. “ Make my boy gire's 
his seat? 1 think I eee inyself a-doin’ anythink of the sort'~! 
think Ido! I'll let you know that I’ve paid for this boy, and t 
ain't goin’ to give up his seat to xebody—that Tain’t! Oh, Tl! « 
you know who ye're talkin’'to! You can't kid to me! I've paid h* 
fare, and he'll set jeat where he is, and 1 dare ye to try and neo 
him git up, either. I'd sue this company if ye did; if it took! 
last penny I'd got on earth, and 1 had to sell matches in the =" " 
to git more, I'd do it! Ye needn't look at me like that! I] ! 
afraid o’ you—no, nor a Salvation Army of ye! 1 know whet! 
rights is, and I'll stick up for ’em, too. Catch me payin’ fora bos 
mine and then makin’ him stand! The idear! The condi” 
never drawed breath that could make medoit! You'reno bus 
takin’ on passengers when the ‘bus is full; it’s imposin’ on | 
vublic—as bad as thievin’ the very money out o' people's pork * 
t's tryin’ to sell what you‘aven't got! You jest set where you 
Jimmy, an’ if they oust you it will be over my dead bods: 
paid your fare in good money, and the Queen ‘erself couldnt | 
mie to pay farice, V1 Tet Com know is ie 

But the SLUPER man had to get out, and was glad of it, to”: 
even the poor conductor was so confused by the harridan th. 
had probably put down eight or ten fares by mistake, and wo: 
have them to pay when the journey was dune. But Jimny 
hs seat; indeed Jimmy did, 
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BALLET SWELLS! 


bois stuted that ballet~dancing is becoming very popular tn Society, Many ladies 
. of high degree have started pructimny already.) 


Tue Intest fashion that is 
known 
Is that the tun most fads have 
thrown— 
At least, so suys our ALLY; 
Aud that the swellest of the 
Hy girls— 
: Daughters of lords and dukes 
and earls— 
IIave gone in for the Ballet! 


Shonld anyone but give a fete, 
Aud want to be quite up to 
3 date— 
GNVQ _ (They de want generally)— 
Aer Thev must, to make their fete 
the rage, 
Announce the fact, and then 


engage 

The latest style of Ballet! 
The newest craze of use might 
Sf Pa “did in” his & «. d. 


iy gambling prodigad/y, 
His daughters (evry bonny 


BF lass) 
we a Could earn an honest piece of 
"~ = Drass 
Ty dancing in the Ballet! 


—_—2.—______ 


WHY HE LEFT HER. 
“AND must you really leave me, dearest—quit me thus in the 
rv zenith of our new-fonnd happiness?” There was a world of 
der entreaty in the pure young voice, and Marmaduke Merry- 
zht, guzing into the timid, trustful eyes of his two days’ mash, 
Itasharp pang of remorse as he recognised the fierce power of 
ie love his new check suit and fatal beauty had awakened, 

Int the brave, the dauntless nature of the man soon nsserted 
tsIf By no weak words, by no poor excuse did he attempt to 
essen the force of the cold, hard truth. “ Yes, love,” he said, simply, 

{ fear TD niust.” 

There was a long silence, 

The vurf beat noisily on the shore. 

The sex-birds screeched hearsely as they circled ubove the white- 
rested billows, 

At length she spoke, and her voice sounded strangely unlike the 
bright, joyous, girlish tones of eight-and-t wenty, 

~ Marmaduke,” she suid, “you are keeping something back—you 
re not dealing Openly with me. cares)» more than twenty-four 
hours ago, when 1 firat came beneath the intluence of your love"— 

sweet roseate blush of confusion mantled to the fair cheeks at the 
pords—" when—when you first asked if you might walk a little 
soy with me, you 

ere wll soul, all 
ire. You would 
hive died for me 
hen, Marma-. 
like; and now— 
ow you talk of 
civing me. even 
Louch Dobra you 
tay! What— 
hat has caused 
his terrible 
lance? [sit that 
ou dave alreuly 
eerosed to care? 
hatothese few 
rt hours have 
bom sutlieient to 
spel the golden 
lotus we have 

cned here toe 

ner of future 
lina? or is it 
bet Marmaduke interrupted her. “Al!” he cried, “I see you 
tess it now, darling. You see that it is unavoidable, that my love 

‘Lenduces, sti burns as bright as when these eyes first beheld 
cethat T would sacritice the world for your sweet sake, but— 


“Tine the relentless eall of business, an engagement which cannot 
hooked, some conference of State import, calls you away 0” she 


“Well, not exactly,” was the answer. “You haven't quite hit it. 
ou see—er—the fact is, I've only got a Saturday to Monday ticket, 
id T shall have to pay the full fare if 1 stop over!’ 

And high above the roar of the relentless billows rose the maiden‘s 
ih, despairing shriek, proclaiming yet auother heart-bioken 
Aci ty uian’s shameless pertidy | 


HIS TIP. 
; Overheard’ outaide the Workhouse. 
Soneyhroke Member of Society, You take my tip and never go 
D haw, _ First of all there's the fawyer’s charges. then there’s the 
Diiti-el’s charges, then there’s the court charges, and when you 
ins it’s all over, Um hanged if the judze doesn’t charge the jury. 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV." 
do. 92.—N erie Esteny. 
Now Jet your head in shame be 
bent— 
Sing small, Tay Pay, sing small: 
For what) you call) your new 
“event” 
Ts nowise new at all. 
The dougity decd of which you 
crow 
Has, ere vour time. been done: 


We at the “Friv.,” three weeks 
avo, 

Srought out the Licening Sun, 

While Emery’s charms upon us 
blaze, 

Come round, Tay Pay, come 
round, 


4iy 
? And uote how her efulgent rays 
Dispel the gloom profound 
Of clonded hearts, aud make the 
freez- 
Ing blood like wildfire run! 
Come round, Tay Pay, and own that 
she's 
The genuine Prening Sua, 


fg But though of you we've got the 
pet stort, 
Jey We bear, Tay Pay, we bear 
wW No paltry malice in our heart, 


Su hear our fervent prayer 
That your new venture from its birth 
A brilliant course may run, 
Aud be as much admired on earth 
Asour rave Lrening Suny 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


_— 


§ MILLMAN StrEET, BeprorD Row, K.C., March 20, 1893. 
Deak SLopER.—Very many thanks indeed for the classic and 
artistic diploma by which you confer upon me entrance into the 
mystic brotherhood of the * Order of Sloper.” When, in years to 
come, Her Majesty shall confer upon me such degrees of distinction 
as K.C.B, K.C.8S.1, K.C.M.G., A.D. P.M. P.S., M.S.S., and other 
euch alphabetical aftixes, it shall always be my most proud privilege 
to place the F.O.8. tirst. The “Award” shall grace the ancestral 
halls of the Mortons, and it is my hope that many more “ Ta-ra-ras” 
may * Boom” under its spiritualising and invigorating influence. 
By the way, why do yon not tind a companion for Evelina, and let 
me introduce them to the variety halls as the Sisters Limejuice? | 
apprehend there might be a difficulty in matching the divine and 
peerless beauty of that sweet maiden, Evelina; but think what.» 
chance there would be for her to marry some blue-blooded noble- 
man of high degree and aristocratically feeble intellect !—Faith- 

fully yours, RICHARD MORTON, F.O.S, 


_ 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


No. 159.—He Devicnts THe ELECTORS oF KENNINGTON LANE 
—NU, NO, SUOE LANE—BY H1Is “STRAIGHTFORWARDNESS.” 
On, wherefore into Parliament 
Was SLOPER sent to represent 
Shoe Lane?) Because he'd found it out 
That all the people thereabout 
Were staunch teetotalers ; so, in nl 
His speeches he was wont to baw]; 
“Be sure that PI, for weal or ill, 
Support the Local Veto Bill!” 


And eo the teapots, who around 

Shoe Laue in multitudes abound, 
Into the House their champion thung, 
And then, as with one single tongue, 
The voters mised a gladsome noise : 
“We'll soon obtain millennial joys, 
For Suopen, by his wondrous skill, 
Will pass the Local Veto Bill!” 


From the working men of Britsin to the friend of all mankind 
Came an agonised petition, by ten million persons signed, 

“When we've gone to public-houses to imbibe our half of four, 
We have always been enabled while we sliked our thirst to roar 
Mer the jokes in“ ALLY SLOPER"; but we now grow pale and thin, 
For no publican in England takes your jolly journal in! 

With the publicans we've Blondes but they say they must and will 
Put the veto on the scoundrel who supports the Veto Bill!" 


Thus SLoprn Jearat the grand old truth 
That patriotic views, forsooth 

Are good to hold—until there's proof 
That they will rob you of your oof ! 

So he to his constituents wrote : 

© My change of front you'll please to note. 
Retain me, chuck me, as vou will— 

I can't support the Veto Bill!” 

The voters asked him, “Say if you'll 
Redeem your pledge to aid Home Rule,” 
And SLOPER, mindful of his shrill- 
Tongued dame, replied, “1 do, | will!" 
Then, then with cheers the voters spoke, 
© The Wreck's a rare straightforward bloke! 
We'll keep him as our Member =till, 

And blow the Local Veto Bill!” 


LOOK HERE! 


Ready Shortly. One Halfpenny. 
‘LARKS:” 
The New Halfpenny Comic. 


“LARKS:” 


Crammed with Funny Pictures. 
“LARKS:” 
Full of Side-Splitting Reading. 
' *LARKS:” 
Conducted by GILBERT DALZIEL. 


“LARKS!” 
The New Halfpenny Comic, 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tanks!” Orrice, 1 SHoe LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, F.C. 


A FOREGONE CONCLUSION. 

(At Clerkenwe!!, lately, a dying mau was locked up on a charge of being drunk 
and incapable, aw! liberated only to go home and breathe his last breath. With- 
out prejudice to that particular case, we say that policemen are often tuo hasty, 
both in judgment and jn temper, and divisional surgeuns often too carcless.] 
THERE is reason—alas! there is reason—to fear, 

When a form is found mute on the pavement by night, 
That policemen are sadly too brusque and severe 

In the way that they treat the unfortunate wight. 
For ebriety is not the only complaint 
Thot will make a frail wretch unexpectedly faint ; 
And, if even it were, there's no reason to shake 
A poor drunkard to death for brutality’s sake! 


There is reason—alas ! there is reason—to fear 
That divisional surgeons at times are inclined 

To allow the extravagant statements they hear 
From policemen to bias the medical mind, 

There is reason to fear—and we say it with pain— 

That too often but scant diagnosis is ta’en 

(Though the vietim may plead) of the victim's com 

Ere he’s doomed to the prison-cell’s cruel restraint! 


There is renson—alas! there is reason—to think 
That perforce the P.C, must deal sternly with one 
Who appears to be drunk—since, if really in drink, 
He might else turn round and the constable stun 
With a sudden fierce blow, But we much reprehend 
Those “divisionals” who, when desired to attend 
Toa captive, just look at him lightly, and sneer, 
“You are drunk ! you are drunk !"—aud at once disappear! 
aa 


SPOOFED. 


TUEY were talking about peculiar complaints, and a man with a 
very long cigar observed, “I suffer rather strangely myself. No 
matter how hungry To may have been before, just_ about seven 
o'clock in the evening 1] invariably lose my appetite.” A chorus of 
“ How strange!" followed, and one after the other endeavoured to 
find a cause for it. “Intermittent dyspepsia” and half a dozen 
other theories were formulated, until a small man, who was smoking 
cigarettes, inquired, * Er—may Lask what time voudine!” “ About 
half-past six,” was the reply and adeep silence, which might have 
been felt, fell upon that smoking-room, 


“aint 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

“Tuk Master Billed-Her”: The “Friv.” manager advertising 
Tootsie by handbills. 

PosITIVE and Comparative: We know a corpulent conductor of 
4 eon who is by nu means fat-headed, Yet, strange to sty, he is 
at-editor, 

CAN the miserable attic of a miserable artist be called a “draw. 
ing ’-rooin? 

Tut ruling passion way be strung in death, but it’s stronger ina 
tomd bouk-heeper, 
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CLARA’S HEROES. 
(A Romance or To-Day.) 
——— 
CHAPTER V. 

“THLLOA, you lazy beggar! Are you not dressed yet!" anid 
Charles Steedman, as he entered his friend’s—Harry Lawlor’s— 
rooms, 

“Well, no — had 
some writing to do— 
didn't want to go out 
till after it was done.” 

“L say, old fellow, 
have you seen the pa- 
erst There's whole 
ots of tommy - rot 
about last night's 
caper at the ‘Friv.’ 
— gallant rescue, and 
all that sort of thing.” 

“They're glad of 
precious little to fill 
up with, then,” said 
Lawlor, indifferently. 

“They are, I don't 
doubt; but 1 don't 
see why I should have 
been hauled into it, 
When they were going 
to gush so much, they 
might have gushed 
over the right person, 
I think.” 

“Haven't they, 
then?” 

“Haven't they! 1 
should think they 
haven't. It was you 
who jumped, you who 
tore olf your coat, you 
who bounced off the 
ee with dramatic force,and yet all the glory is awarded to me.” 

= To you!” 
aot aN tu me, Charles Manifred Steedman, Esquire ; rather a joke. 
isn't it?” 

* Permit me to compliment you on your honours.” roared Harry 
Lawlor, as he lay back on his chair and laughed heartily. * How 
did it all come about?” 

“Why, it must have been when we exchanged cloaks at the 
music-hall, You gave the manager a card out of my case instead 
of out of your own.” 

“Well, iCs good fun, anyhow,” laughed Lawlor, 

“Yes; and Lo had one of the girl's precious relations at me 
to-day, scedy sort of beggar, borrowing a half-crown on the 
strength of the rescue.” 

“Cheap at the money, I should think—cheap,” 

“Tis rather, isn't it?” 

“Oh, decidedly.” 

“ Well, we had better set about correcting the mistake, somehow 


“Had some writing to do.” 


4 brandy-and-soda, 


su that the weight of glory shall be borne by the right horse.” 

“Not for worlds, my dear boy, not for worlds! Besides, it would 
spoil the romance. 

“Oh, hang the romance!” = 

“ Hang the romance, then, by all means, but respect the realities, 
anid Lawlor, laughing. “It will never do to correct the mistake. 
If it came to my father’s ears that I visited the‘ Friv. and rescued 
burning ballet girls, he'd cut me off with a shilling. You don't 
need to care. Let it go. my dear boy, without correction if you love 
me, Have a brandy-and-soda, won't you, old fellow? That's right ; 
here's to the hero of the Frivolity, the man who stood upon the 
burning deck, and so on.” / ae ; 

“Stop your chaff. 1 suppose it would be difficult to get it 
corrected?” 

“Difficult? Impossible, my boy ! 
setting up for mock 
modesty, and would be 
laughed at. Your credi- 
tors will be ashamed to 
dun you; they will ex- 
tend your credit. Think 
of it—whata privilege!” 

* Well, I suppose there 
isn’t any use saying 
more. Ta-ta, old chap- 
pie. Only next time I 
ain with you restrain 
yourself—don't go 
plunging about all over 
a theatre rescuing burn- 
ing maidens; or, if you 
do, do it in your own 
name, Ta-ta.” 

“Ta-ta,” said Lawlor, 
as his visitor left. 

Lawlor laughed 
heartily for some 
minutes afterwards, “It 
was deuced lucky for 
me that exchange of 
coats took place. If 
the thing had come to 
the mater or the pater's 
ears, they would have 
been here by now. I 
don’t care to have glory 
of that sort, but it will 
suit Steedman down to 
the ground, Pity that 
he really did uot do it, though, 
the glory of such an incident without 
would not suit me either.” 

(To be continued nert week) 


You may be accused of 


Lashel heartily for some minutes, 


It may pernape suit him to have 
naving done it, and that 
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EASTER MONDAY AT BRIGHTON. 


THE “F.O.S. PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


\ 
Mis «? 


Ny) eS a 
Master Tommy hax converted his aunt's crinoline into 

a beehive. In the background you observe aunty vainly 

endeavouring to obtain ber own again. (Squash! 


7 


No. 301.—Mrz. James GLoven, F.OS. 


“Althouzh circumstances of birth placed the hero of this 
week's sketch upon a low rung in the ladder of fame, it cannot be 
said he remainel there for any length: iod, When but a few 
days old, the music readered by him de ly for the benefit of the 
members of his family marked him out for a favourite star later 
on in life. Having reached his teens, the question arose as to 
what was to be done with him. His parents snggeste:l some 
hundreds of professions, from a chimney-sweeper or Steeple 
Jack down to an artist in colours of the first water. Jimmy 
would havé none of them. In his juvenile mind he pictured 
himself conducting a German band of various instruments. 
Picking up his tin whistle, or some such instrt.ment of torture, 
he gave note to his future calling. Our hero made his first 
appearance before the public by leading a g of meat market 
porters on a serenadng expedition to a friendly butcher's, and 
laying first part with the tle marrowbonucs and cleavers. 

1is exhibition was the ing of the man; and under A. 
SLOVRE'S patronage he soon rose to fame. Chiefly because he 
is @ talented conductor, he was created F.0.8., and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him March 18, 1893."—Debret 
havroved, 


Miss Netilerash. Be off to some of the girls you've kisse) 
ore. 
Master W histlesoft. I sweah I nevah did kiss a g-gal 


we. 
Miss N. Wh-a-at! And do you think I'm goin’ to be 
messed about by a bloomin’ amawor? Git! [Aad he gat. 


Old Gent. Hallo, Jenks! what are you doing down here? 
Jenks, 1 always come down to Brighton for Easter. 
Old Gent. Mumph! 1 always come down for the benefit of my health. Good day. 


THE FAMOUS SOHO SAUCE. 
This much-admired article can be procured gratis any day during 


the 
a TTL iho 
yh tit iy 
} NE 
(1) Slapdash, R.A. (to his palette-srrubber). Great hog-bristies! Look here! Last TIc'sa bit obstropolus, thou: Shall T stun ‘i Slapdash, Hold him tight! 
possible “sending-iu day,” and no bafly model here yet! What the taming turps do Choke him! Knock him ay ! Don't sep disarry {fees pol vally mal 
you mean by it, eh ?—(2) Gerrout of here, you gon of a boiled paint-rag! Go and daubin', kidnappin’, swivel-cyed, manslaughterin’, monkey-faced thieves ! Tl learn 
e to interfere with the liberty of the subjik! Blimey! Take that! Altogether, 
was rather too much of the “Hector” and too little of the model about him, 
and Slapdash, R.A.'s great picture did not go in after all. a 
GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. THE GREAT UNEMPLOYED. 
WE CLOSE b 
ar 2. on s 
Cc 
Editor, Why, Jones, 1 believe you'r’ drank SATURDAYS 


! 
Jones. Drunksh? Not @ bit—hic—of it! Influenza again! 


Thirdsh time thish week. 


18). (AR 


i 


*Arriet. Tshoull like to have that, ‘Arry. 
‘Arry. Wait. We must have a room tirst. 


No. 55.—Margucrite. 


ais An energetic supporter cf the Early Closing Movement. 
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